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A p r i l 9, 1951 
Dear John: 
We drove home by way of ¥!fest Reading, Cedar Top, and 
Alleghenjrville with the Buick i n convulsions at least one half 
of the tirae. ! i r . V/ertz V7ill t r y to remedy the trouble but told 
your father tnat the tirae for "thinking about getting another 
car" has come. I t seems sort of sad, doesn't i t ? I n a few more 
months the Buick might have decided to take us to the junk yard. 
And that should have been fun. 
Speaking of fun, tne nouse mourns tor you. An i n a b i l i t y 
to hear ia-:ghter i s , I suppose, the saddest part of a l l the sad 
parts of growing old. I t i s , they say, a s i n to drink alone. Yet 
beside the ghastly business of laughing alone, the drinking must 
be as innocent as hop scotch. However, I s h a l l avoid both of these 
temptations, today at l e a s t . There was a p a r t i c u l a r l y dark moment, 
close to eight t h i s morning, when I involuntarily turned to Ponce 
de Leon for consolation. Then, finding that you had released the 
typewriter's r o l l e r s , i t took me j u s t four hours to get them to-
gether again. Of course the time was not en t i r e l y l o s t . I puttered 
about the house and yard and my overv/helming sense of f a i l u r e probably 
brought me one long and properly humble step closer to my canon-
i z a t i o n . But nothing good happened to the "book." Or did you guess? 
The family enjoyed your v i s i t and sincerely hope:; that neither 
you nor K i t have suffered any i l l e f f e c t s . Two hungry dogs, one 
fiend, and four or f i v e monsters do not too often meet under one 
leaking roof and I consider i t a sign of great good luck when they 
do. ¥/hile I may f e e l a b i t beaten, at the moment, and you s t i l l 
have that b i t t e r look i n your once bright eye, I s t i l l hope for the 
best. K i t , as the youngest and (presumably) the least experienced 
of the monsters present^ shows r e a l promise and an astonishing game-
5 ness. Offhand, I'd guess that you had better keep the better of 
your eyes on him. And yet, from the r e l a t i v e safety of my fienddom, 
I entrust the management of the monster act to you and repeat my 
oft reiterated b e l i e f that you have been most fortunate i n finding 
another monster as monstrous as yourself. ian 
Thanks for our happy afternoon i n town and t r y not to 
worry about having a space between your shoes and your trouser c u f f s . 
As a w e l l known vn'iter once said: " I t i s better to have one's pants 
too short than too long." 
^C. • • 
P.S. I f fCit irasgines himself to be less mobstrous than 
he i s , t e l l him that the only difference i s q u a l i t a t i v e . The de-
gree of monstrosity i s i d e n t i c a l * ^he quantities equal. 
Don Fernando h e l d h i s head to one s i d e and, shrugging h i s 
sh o u l d e r s , s n d l e d . y' 
-
"Thank you, your majesty," Jueui s a i d . " I did what seemed to 
be unavoidable a t the time." 
"I'm sure you d i d . S h a l l we say no more of i t ? " 
"Yhank you, your majesty." The queen was frowning and I had 
s m a l l comfort i n t 
D. 
ui' ' ^ j * - ^ • j ^ v ' i . . i y^ .1.1 
